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That this work may pay homage to the Blessed Trinity and for the 
benefit of all life... 

Someone told me that nothing is impossible because the word 
says I'm Possible to which I replied: 'Equality is Possible' 
for My Family 



As always for Zelda... Prologue. 

I went to a party once and a woman I may 
have hit it off with but because of my 
personality we agreed to disagree and she 
said she would be the Zelda to my Fitzgerald 
with the exception of marriage... maybe she 
was talking to the guy behind me. He was 
tall... 


This is a work of fiction. Any similarity with 
actual persons is merely writer's license. 



Chapter 1 Gospel according to Salome 


This crazy chick picks me up at the Coachella music festival. My 
name is John and this is an accurate account of what happened to 
me in the five years following my twenty-fifth birthday. I was born 
in 1982. I am going to say it that way because one day I was in 
Indio listening to The Black Keys and a cute girl starts chatting me 
up. This never happens to me. Most of the time I go ignored. But 
she just started talking to me... And the next day I was in a time 
machine. 

"Hi, my name is Salome. ..like Shalom, it means peace." She says 
staring into my eyes. "And you are John. John, what I want you to 
remember is that you can call me Sal." 

How she knows my name is irrelevant because I am wearing a 
backstage pass with my name on it. She takes my hand and we 
watch the rest of the show. "It is good to meet you, Sal." I am 
pretty drunk. 

When I started to keep this journal I decided I would name it after 
Sal... 

And so a couple days later I was in the Ancient Middle East. This 
is the best account of what happened to me and Sal over the next 
ten years. Depending on the time when you are reading this, you 
may have heard of the Heaven's Gate cult... they thought a comet 
was hiding a spaceship. 

Well the propulsion system on the Silver 
Platter works by creating a point in space 
heavier that the ship is pulled toward. The 
thing is that water and dust and so on in 
space followed the event horizon and these 
ships looked like comets, sometimes 
comets are spaceships but we won't beam 
you up, if you commit suicide. Things don't 



work that way... 


Time travel is like doing a brake stand in a 
muscle car then doing a donut...poof one 
second you were in California choking on 
the smog. The next second you are in 
Jerusalem masquerading as Salome and 
John the Baptist but it isn't a charade I am 
really John the Baptist... She picked me up 
because I have always been that person I 
just needed to be taken to the right time. 
There is a queer paradox to time travel. The 
more it is explained to me, the more I think 
that all of time is predestined. I am not really 
changing anything if not going back in time 
would change more than what I would 
change if I went along with Salome's plan. 
One day she tried to explain to me that the 


creator of the universe was the last being at 
the end of time that went to the beginning to 
start it all over again the same way it has 
always been. The universe is on reruns, the 
universe is a rerun. Just one continuous 
loop of life and death; creation and 
destruction... that is what the universe is; it 
is just that... the destruction of the universe 
is the creation of the universe and that is 
time travel. The more the devises were used 
the more they tore apart time but when the 
creator went on his final joy ride which 
destroyed the universe he created it 
again. ..poof the death of the universe... poof 
the birth of the universe the big implosion 
and the big explosion. He saw it all. 

People from Salome's time know who the 
creator is and they call him by name and 



never capitalize his title as the creator or 
god. ..he insists that there must be 
something greater than him and that is why 
he built the machine from notes that were 
given to him by an Air Force scientist who 
was just passing the note from his friends 
held in Area 51. 

"I have a time machine..." she says. 

"What like a police box?" 

"No. ..it's a spaceship too." 

"Like the Tardis?" 


"The creator of the universe made it. It is a 
silver disk that most people see in the sky 
when they say they see a flying saucer." 
"The, god made your flying saucer? And 
Jesus built my hotrod." 

"Well, yeah but I have to find him in the 
youth of his life to give him the designs to 
build the saucer for himself." 

I must be drunker than I thought because 
she makes no sense. God is a time traveler. 
"The creator of the universe is a human who 
was born and has died but since he travels 
through time he can exist even after his 
death... so right now he is both alive and 
dead." Sal makes less and less sense I just 
keep drinking as we walk toward the tent 
area. "The 98 years of god's life seem like 
an eternity to us. ..I am his legacy." 

And there was music festival because in fact 
we're still on the polo fields in Indio. We 
make it to my tent; I lie down and pass out 
not before watching her switch on a little 
digital alarm clock. It was the best sleep I 
have ever had. I wasn't groggy when I 



awoke... 


What I came to know was that was a delta 
amp... it blocks the 'treatment'. Our brains 
transmit and receive brain waves like 
wireless interface devices, hence psychics. 


But it is very hard to comprehend. The 
'treatment' is in all electronic devices since 
the fifties that's why the television became 
so popular. When you are asleep you are an 
excellent receiver; REM sleep lets the 
'treatment' into your head. The 'treatment' 
sends these thoughts from mind to mind 
during the unconscious levels of sleep. Ever 
had a conversation with someone in your 
head? That night the 'treatment' sends them 
everything you wanted to say to them but 
did not for whatever reason. Often you are 
the furthest thing from their minds so you 
rarely get a reply. 

And this is the point in the story where it is 
a little slow... Sal and I just hung out and got 
to know each other. Strangely we even met 
god and then she said she had to give him a 
note but later we would take it to the past 
and she would have it... delivered to 
him. ..what? Right! This line of reasoning 
makes no sense. It was just this ordinary 

guy- 

"That's god?" I asked. 

"Not so loud, if he knew he was god he 
wouldn't even build the machine and the 
universe wouldn't be on infinite repeat." She 



is babbling... incomprehensible chatter is 
spewing from her voice box. She grabbed 


me by the arm and pulled me down this dirty 
alley in Orange County. "Whether you like it 
or not that is the creator of the universe as 
we know it and he doesn't need to know 
that!" 

"Why can't we give him the blueprints for 
the time machine now? Couldn't we just 
take him along with us?" I said as we got 
into the 'Platter'. The 'Platter' is shaped like 
a Mercedes with an ultra-sheen glow to what 
some gear-nerd would mistake for a clear 
coat... the 'Platter' is indescribable. When 
you touch the metal it vibrates like a joy 
buzzer... it shocks you but very, very lightly. 
Every time, I touch it, it shocks Morse code: 
../ . Ill . 


"What is it?" Sal just laughs and says.... 

"I love you, so does the ship. You are sofa 
king clueless..." 

"Sofa's don't come in a king size and really 
the 'Platter' has been doing that since I first 
met you both." 

"We like that you anthropomorphize her." 
She steps on the gas and we take off. 

"You told me she is like a person..." 

"She likes your Doctor Who jokes." She is in 
control, the 'Platter' that is... we zoom down 




the street at an even rate. In a time machine 
you don't have to be in a hurry. "Back to 
your question about god. ..he gets the 
blueprints in ten minutes and we send it; 
another time." 

"Why is the universe being on infinite 
repeat, a good thing?" 

"For those who can travel time the universe 
needs to be infinite." She says as we park at 
our hotel. 

"The destruction of the universe is also the 
creation of the universe?" I ask. 

"Yes. Fie is god because there is an infinite 
number of him at the beginning of the 
universe." It never makes sense when she 
says this. 

"But if one exists at the beginning and the 
end of time doesn't this create a paradox 
where limitless David Estrada's and time 
machines exist?" 

"Yes that is why he is god." She makes little 
sense but I am sitting in a flying-time- 
machine thing. 

The name of god has a very average sound, 
David Estrada; sort of anticlimactic. 

We are walking up the stairs to our hotel 
room. She is giving me the lecture about 
god for the third time. In our hotel room 
things get weirder than you can possibly 



imagine. She, that is the Silver Platter, 
exudes a paint... that expands the 
consciousness of the time machine, she. 

She is in the hotel room because Salome 
thought it would be safer to sleep within the 
time machines control. This is a Motel 6 
adjacent to the 91 freeway in Anaheim or 
was it Fullerton...this was unquestionably 
Southern California. She, the Silver Platter, 
grew an analog clock on the wall that always 
read 9:07. It is her joke, the Silver Platter is 
so close to human consciousness that she 
jokes. The joke is that it is 9:07 somewhere, 
sometime. What is time to someone that can 
travel through it? What is the air to a bird or 
water to a fish? 

She, Salome, threw herself on the bed. A 
little bounce and a little jiggle, she landed 
with a smile on her face. She is just so 
beautiful... so filled with life and an odd air 
of wisdom that is paradoxical for her age. 
Tomorrow I would remove the paint by 
taking down the clock and make ready for 
the journey to the most sacred time in the 
Holy Land. The clock would go back into the 
car and the car would turn back into the 
saucer shaped-ship. But tonight we have 
sex and fall asleep in each other's arms. 


The clock isn't just grown it is part of the 
paint when I hang it back in the ship she 
becomes fully herself... fully the Silver 
Platter. The paint is placed on any wall in 
the new dwelling and the clock is placed on 
that wall and there is the presence of the 
Platter outside of the ship controlling the 



electronics and other sweet things. Often a 
mural or graffiti art takes the form of 
messages to us. Before long the paint 
expands to every piece of the dwelling. Then 
we just take the clock down and it turns to 
dust erasing the beauty of what she made. 
And now it is morning... we leave the hotel 
room; we leave 2007 ahead of us as we 
travel back in time. Jism, the wet spot and 
dusty sheets are the only things that will 
welcome housekeeping in about an hour 
when the ladies make their rounds. We 
always take the soap, toilet paper and 
towels. Toilet paper is a rare commodity 
when traveling through time. I used to take 
taking-a-shit for granted but now I keep the 
Platter stocked up with soft white shit rags. 
The 'Treatment' is the way the Platter talks 
to you... in space it is much clearer. Away 
from all the other minds I can distinguish in 
my dreams the things Sal is telling me and 
the ones that the 'Platter' is communicating. 


It is all this sort of lovey things she tells me 
and Sal just tells me about my future... about 
Israel. It's not like I am a total heathen I 
have read the stories in the bible about John 
the Baptist. 

"I'm going to shut off the 'treatment'." She 
said. Suddenly the ringing in my ears 
stopped and I could focus on my thoughts. 

"I need to show you something at the end of 
time..." She said as we sat on the bed in the 
'Platter'. Anyone who knows anything about 
space travel knows that first you must 
become the master of time. And to show me 



a thing or two we set of thee the end of 
space and time. 


"God is at the end of time..." She said with a 
smile on her face. "The most strange thing 
is that in the beginning he destroys 
himselves." 

"Himself." I correct her. 

"Do you never pay attention? David Estrada 
is at the end of the universe and there are 
about a billion of him because time machine 
creates duplicates of him and they go to the 
end of time to wait for him... they don't wait 
long." 

And before I could sit down the platter 
jumped to the end of time. Looking out into 
space through the platters translucent skin I 


could see why he was god and could be 
almost anywhere... We popped into a space 
surrounded by time machines. 

"He calls his machine the 'Chariot.'" 

"Of course he does..." 

She moved us out of the field and we could 
see that as far as the eye could see 
'Chariots' we clustered together. They were 
just floating there in space at the end of 



time. 


"Each jump duplicates god and the 'chariot'. 
The ingredients come from the nearest star. 
This relieves the pressure on the star 
extending its life pushing back the clock 
when the star would normally go 
supernova." 

So there we were amid an uncountable 
number of 'chariots' and duplicate David 
Estrada's. 

This is the end of time and a simultaneous 
jump will rip a hole in space/time and 
destroy their ships but that will be the 
building blocks of the universe. For you 
future knowledge and sanity when a flying 
saucer spins it is getting ready to jump in 
time. 

"If we don't leave before they start their 
jump, we will be sucked in and destroyed 



and scattered in the big bang." Salome said 
quit calmly. 


We spun and now we were in ancient 
Judea...god had done his job at the end of 
time so well... the big bang happened. 
Trillions of David Estrada's and his chariot 
trying to exist in the same point in space 
was the destination of their jump from the 
end to the beginning. So he is truly the light 
of the universe. He is the first star. David 
Estrada is the first supernova creating the 
bang that created the universe. 

Here I am at the River Jordan baptizing. 
Guess Who I baptized the other day. 
Jesus... David Estrada... they are the same 
guy. He is a seditionist in ancient Israel 
spreading a message of love, forgiveness 
and dissention for the Roman Empire. An 
Israel governed by Israelites... 

So the bread is his body... the same way a 
flower is his body. The river is the blood of 
god the same way wine is the blood of 
god. ..god is everything. 

We've spent a couple of years here in the 
holy land and tomorrow we leave for 
Roswell...For the last couple of years I have 
not been held prisoner by Herod in all 
actuality it is Salome and I who control him. 
But when we crash in Roswell we will be 


held prisoner. Herod not knowing what to 
say to people when we leave will just tell 
them the truth... Salome wants to give John 
the Baptist head on the 'Silver Platter' and 



then they went home. It will be a huge game 
of telephone that will come out like; Salome 
wanted John the Baptist's head on a silver 
platter and then she left for Rome. 

And when we leave I will put this gospel in a 
safe place. When we leave the clock will be 
9:07. 

When you open up the possibility of time 
travel when the reality of this thing becomes 
evident it opens up the universe to become 
far more malleable than one could imagine. 


Chapter 2 I am god's Grandchild... 

"Hitler is like god to me..." Matt Z... 

My Honda Civic broke down on the side of 
the freeway. It didn't die on the side of the 
freeway. I had to push it onto the shoulder 
of the freeway. . .West 91 . 

"Oh god please, just let me be safe." I pray 
to a deaf god. 

I call the auto club for a tow... 

"Yeah, urn, I’m between Euclid and Harbor. 
Thanks." I hang up. Tow trucks are only a 
phone call away but what is the last time 



god spoke to you without another human 
being the intermediary of god's message. 

But I am safe. 

Time travel exists. I ponder this as I wait. 

My name is David Estrada and I created time 
travel. 

This is the beginning, the tip of the iceberg 
if you will. The beginning is delicate, just 
like the tip of a condom. The beginning is an 
explosion or is the end the explosion or is 
the explosion the beginning of creation. 

My father was conceived using a turkey 
baster... 

I was conceived much the same way. Old 
grandpapa was created the old fashioned 
way. 

In 1934 Adolf Hitler slept with a woman who 
unbeknownst to him was a nun and who 
insisted he use a condom... she kept the 
contents of their affair when he was 
finished. And the condom was slipped into 



her pocket and into the United States... 

The rubber condom came into popularity 
during World War One. In 1855 Goodyear 
started making the goodtime devices but 
only a sojourn to another land like that in 
the Great War was cause for them to 
become popular among the soldiers. The 
French called them capotes another word 
for hat. In 1920 Latex was invented. I would 
like to say that de Gaulle was my 
grandfather but alas I am not that lucky. 
Latex lasts longer, thinner and tougher than 
rubber condoms. 

And so then Charles Manson was born and 
the cycle was repeated at the end of the 
summer of love. 

And so David Estrada was born in Long 
Beach in 1975. 

And so here I am on the side of the freeway 
waiting for a tow truck. 

Assclowns drive by with their car painted 
with a Nazi motif. They are the assclowns of 
the world. They are the purveyors of hatred 
in the United States. Assclowns make me 


ashamed to be American. Assclowns have 
the same freedoms of speech that I do... the 
ACLU fought for them. 

This line of sentiment may surprise you 
because these people love my Grandpa 
Addie... Assclowns love Adolf Hitler. 
Assclowns go to parties and say they 
worship Hitler like god... 

I don't carry condoms. Personally I think 



women would think am a gross and well I 
travel through time a lot and time after time I 
just get the same feeling. The feeling is that 
I am gross and the Nazi Assclowns are 
preferable than me. If anyone knows 
anything is that racist hatred makes men 
preferable to women... Peace and Love are 
just myths. Romance is a show of strength 
and material wealth to a woman. 
Everywoman has sex for money or the 
promise of a good life for her and her 
possible children. 

My biological parents never even met. Fill 
the condom nutty Chucky. Fill the turkey 
baster. Lady, meet turkey baster. Isn't that 
love? To some extent it is but it is the love 
of people who are just so misguided and 
powerful to be dangerous. They love power 
and want to create the world in their image. 


The tow truck driver just showed up. I know 
this guy. His family owns the tow truck 
company. 

"You are working late for a guy whose 
family owns the company." I say 
observantly. 

"That's really observant of you, David." Fie 
remembers me. This must be love. This is 
the closest thing to love that I can get. "You 
always were a bit weird." 

It's not love. But what is love. 

"Where were you coming from?" 
"Pennsylvania... Kecksburg." I answered. 

It didn't mean anything to him but 



Kecksburg is the site of a UFO crash but I 
can identify the UFO now... it is a time 
machine that I helped design later in my life 
in Assclown Germany. What does 
Kecksburg mean to anyone if I am god and 
not just a schizophrenic driving across 
country talk to people about UFO's? France 
is nice this time of year. 

I fear that these assclowns had the slightest 
understanding of time travel and then then 
came to 1965 Pennsylvania from 1944 
Germany. I need to finish my time machine 
so I can start the task given to me by my 
future protege. 


The groundwork of the time machine lay in 
the creation of the event horizon generator. 
The ship is sucked toward the event horizon 
as a means of space travel but time 
travel... the ship spins to cause the event 
horizon to envelope the ship and hurdle it 
into true void. True void is the absence of 
matter and time. From there the ship tears a 
whole in the void and brings us to our 
destination. The whole experience is like 
stepping through a doorway. You could 
remain in the archway but unless there is an 
earthquake you don't need that doorway for 
shelter. What about a timequake? What 
could shelter someone from a ripple in 
time? The end of time is this point in 
time... the true void is the end of time where 
you pass through to get to your destination. 
There is no more direct route through 
time... safely. 


But what does the son of Charles Manson 



know about engineering a time machine? 
What do I know about anything? 

I get into the truck with the driver and he 
takes my car to my house. I have the Auto 
Club and it is within a twenty-five mile drive 
so the trip is free. 

"I should just tell you to drive it to Ecology 
auto wrecking but I need this car." I know a 


little about automotive repair, so I say this 
with confidence... "I can fix it." 

"If you need help, call the shop and talk to 
my dad." He says as we drive off toward 
home. "Don't talk to me about my sister you 
have that look on your face." 

"It's gonna be that way is it?" 

"That the way it is." These are the last 
words he says to me until we reach my 
house. It is dark and there is fog on the 
street. Mist drizzles on the window of the 
tow truck. If I wrote that a time machine was 
chasing me since Kecksberg would you 


believe me? 



Glimmering like the moon it drops behind 
the truck... my friend does not notice. If 
there is no witness to what you see then it 
never happened. 

"You've been giving off this spooky vibe 
since we were kids. What have you been 
doing with your life?" 

"I've been investigating Nazi time machines 
in Pennsylvania for the last six months." 
"Before that?" 

"I was locked up in a psych ward for telling 
someone about aliens and Nazis." I hesitate. 
"They got the strange idea I was god." 

"How did they get that idea?" 

"I told them..." The funny thing is that I am 
god. ..or the closest thing to the creator of 
the universe. 

"Nutjob." He says as he sets my car down in 
front of my house. 

The idea for my conception was my idea 



scribed by Michel Nostradamus. Not only 
did he mask his quatrains with foreign 
languages but also misspellings in those 
languages. Misspellings in languages you 
would never expect. This quatrain was 
supposed to say be about semen gathered 
from Hitler and taken out of Germany: 
Bestes farouches de faim fleuves tranner, 
Plus part du champ encontre Hister sera; 
En cage de fer le grand fera treisner, 
Quand rien enfant de Germain observera. 
But I digress. 

He drives off to leave me to fix my time 
machine. Who would have thought that a 
time machine would ever need a tow? 


Chapter 3 Autoerotic Afganistan... 

"David Estrada would you like to start?" 
said the psychotherapist with the red scarf. 
She begins to play with the ends of her scarf 
as she listens to David. This is the way it 
always begins. This David Estrada and his 
bullshit are really pissing me off. If I had 
both legs I would kick his ass, the 
prosthesis the doctors gave me when I 
came back from Afghanistan may work just 
fine to fight this guy, but if I do I won't see 
her again... She, she is not just the therapist, 
she is the definition of beauty and 
sophistication. She is gentle and lady-like. 

I was hit by an IED in Afghanistan. I saved 
my squad but lost my right leg. The fan at 
the far end of the room reminds me of the 
chopper that flew me out of the desert. 

The scarf is red like blood not roses... Not 
pink, red like death. The red is like the mist 



around me when my leg was blown off. It is 
so beautiful, so beautiful like her. 

The prosthesis is a below the knee jobby. It 
is like a spring... I used to make peg leg 
jokes and now... 

"Joseph," she interrupts my daydream. "Do 
you have something you want to say to 
David? Do you have something you want to 
share with the group?" 


"No, frankly, Dave bores me." I say staring 
at her legs wrapped in black Lycra leggings. 
Staring at the edge of her ass that peeks out 
from her beige sweater dress, I continue. "I 
get that he thinks he is god but 
philosophically every person is the creator 
of their universe. The act of perception is 
creation." 

"But do you think it is healthy for him to 
think that he is god." She asks fingering her 
scarf. 

"What is the definition of healthy thinking?" 
David joins the conversation about him. 



"This is all just subjective and if my thinking 
didn't lead me to act outside of society I 
wouldn't be here." 

"I couldn't agree with you more." I say to 
David. "What did you do?" I ask him leaning 
forward in my chair and now looking at him. 
"I am suicidal." 

"Why?" She asks. 

"I hate myself. I think that because of the 
circumstances of my life that I am not 
allowed to be romantic with women..." He 
went on and I sat back and stared at the 
doctor again. 

"Who allows love?" She asks. 

"She, whoever she might be. Doctors, 
families, my family and hers, friends and 

mentors these people accept your decisions 
and offer encouragement. I just think that 
romance has a lot more to do with the 



people around the couple than just the 
couple." 

"What like your doctors are keeping 
information from you or that because you 
are schizophrenic you should not be in a 
loving relationship? Wouldn't this make 
your depression worse? Wouldn't this make 
you more suicidal?" She ends. Time is up. 
Everyone walks out of the room to go 
smoke I sit and watch her. What's her 
name? 

"Maybe, David is right." I say to her. 
"Perhaps, the crazies should be sterilized or 
euthanized." 

"That's sounds like something a Nazi would 
say, Joseph. Do you really believe that?" 

I don't know how to answer so I walk out. 
"Sorry, I need more time to think about 


this. 



But the reality is that our culture sterilizes 
us when the label of depression, 
schizophrenia or just mental disease is 
given to us. I had thought about this long 
enough. A crazy war hero is at the core 
crazy not heroic. That was nullified when 

mental disease was stamped onto my 
forehead. 

Dr. Elizabeth Rose sits in the chair for a 
moment longer as I walk out of the room. 
There are about ten therapists facilitating 
six sessions a day five days a week here in 
the valley. 

I didn't really believe what I told her. I just 
wanted to say something, anything. My leg 
will never grow back but I have a prosthetic 
one, now. What about my mind will it come 
back to sanity? When? 


David's mind will never come back he thinks 



he can time travel. He thinks he is god. I go 
through the rest of the day... the rest of the 
therapy sessions in a sort of haze. I just 
keep thinking about Doctor Rose and her 
scarf. Lunchtime comes around and we line 
up outside of the cafeteria for our lunch and 
a little socialization. Some of the other 
patients are screaming, singing, yelling, 
shuffling or whatever ticks they have; some 
just want attention so they prance like 
fairies talking about a disco queen and 
cross-dressing. 

"Dianna Ross!" he yells as he walks up and 
down the line. "She's a bitch." 

I have had enough. "I am going to take my 
leg off and beat you with it!" I yell. 

"Joseph, calm down." When she says it like 
that it makes it so much better. Doctor Rose 
steps in between Mister Dianna Ross and 
me. I nearly fall over trying to put my leg 



back on. "Sunshine, stop it with the 
routine." 

"Dianna Ross." He says once more as he 
goes to the end of the line. 

Sunshine used to be one of the best male 
Dianna Ross impersonators in New Mexico 
but now he is in Southern California. Here 
Sunshine is a little fish in the ocean. 

Lunch goes by and I sit with David Estrada. 

"I really wouldn't think anyone would like to 
sit with me, Joseph." David says with an air 
of melancholy. "It seems I take up a lot of 
the time in the groups..." 

"You’re fine." 

"On my last trip... "He says gripping my 
hand. "I was involved with Doctor Rose's 
grandmother, Schatzi. She was mother of 
ten children in Nazi Germany..." he stops 
midsentence. 

"I hear these are safe places. I hear that 
people won't judge you here, David." I try to 
reassure him but to no avail because he 
gets up and walks out of the cafeteria. On 
the table he left a piece of paper which read: 
Schatzi Rosarot, Dohma, Germany. I would 


chase after him but it would be for naught. 
We are in most of the same groups. 
Doctor Rose walks through the cafeteria 
tugging at her red scarf and shaking her 
ass. 


She walks through the cafeteria carrying her 
lunch. She'll walk to the conference room 



for the therapists carrying her lunch from 
the cafeteria. She enjoys the time away from 
her patients. 

I finish eating and put the note David left 
into my pocket. David is often going on 
about time travel and the end of time. He 
said on more than on occasion he gathered 
himself at the end of time to start the 
universe anew. He mentions that the 
universe is not new but the same one that 
he is the beginning and the end of the 
universe. He is the alpha and the omega. 
Since I heard about this bullshit I have done 
research on the theory of time travel... there 
is one paradox that stands apart from all the 
others. Hawking's variation of the Fermi 
paradox being the absence of time travel 
tourists. 

"There are only three people that travel 
though time. ..Me, Salome, and John the 
Baptist... With the exception of one or two 
Nazi's who made a trip to Kecksburg, 


Pennsylvania. I apprehended them and put 
them in their place... which happens to be 
Texas." David went on like this for some 
time when we spoke the next day. 

"And this is how you are god." I am deeply 
perplexed. 



"I don't really like being called god. I play 
the god character in the past and future but I 
think God would ever allow the universe to 
not exist." 

"Okay." 

"Be careful with the red scarf." 

He walked off before I could respond. 
Yesterday I bought some perfume and a red 
scarf that looked and smelled like Doctor 
Rose. She is just so beautiful. Elizabeth 
Rose... 

Tomorrow I will ask question about what 
David has been telling me. 

Sometimes I can be a bit of a pervert and 
this is how I came to the realization that 
David Estrada is god... 

I went to the closet to make a noose of the 
scarf. It makes masturbation more sensual. 
So I sprayed the scarf with her perfume and 
got down to business. I slipped and my 



prosthesis came off and I began to strangle. 
As I did David walked into the room and cut 
me down. I tried to case after him but his car 


flew off... He never went to another therapy 
session after that. Most of the people had 
forgotten all about him. Elizabeth and I are 
dating now... breaking some of the 
boundaries of the doctor and patient 
relationship. She thought it was sexy that I 
asked about her grandma... 


Chapter 4 Honky-tonk Hitler 
May, 6 1966 Adolf Hitler goes dancing in 
small town America, Texas. Ava never made 
the trip that Hitler made at the end of the 
war. The trip through time and space from 
Poland to Kecksburg, Pennsylvania was a 
one way trip for Adolf. Although some may 
call him Uncle Addie, David Estrada will 
someday call him grandfather. Adolf is 


oblivious to the fact that before he left World 



War Two his sperm sired Charles Manson 
and now in the Age of Aquarius, Hitler was 
going country dancing in a dirty dustbin bar. 
Dressed as anyone might at a honkey-tonk, 
Hitler walked through the door to pick up a 
lady... 

"Hey baby," he says over and over again in 
his Austrian accent being shot down or 
laughed at over and over again. 

Like most nights he ends up sitting at the 
bar telling the bartender his problems 
instead of having a good time with a nubile 
American princess... 

"The whiskey here is as good as the beer." 
He says with a smirk on his face. 

"As popular as ever with the ladies is see, 
Adolf." 

"You can't win them all." Says Adolf as he 
lifts his beer in a salute. The bartender 



laughs because he knows what others do 
not. Before the bartender sits the biggest 
loser of the fascist world. ..He would do 
better in a big city pussycat theater but here 
he was trying to be normal. Trying to get 
laid, Adolf got up and walked out onto the 
dance floor. 

After being shot down once again Hitler hits 
the bricks and gets into his car headed for a 
theatre of ill repute. After travelling through 
time Adolf has lowered his desire to cleanse 
the ethnics and just decided to meet the 
right woman but it seems that the right 
woman is a whore who lives in some 
apartments adjacent to the theatre. 

Hitler's love is not an average whore... her 
name is Yesenia. She's very beautiful but 
one may say she is not Hitler's type; with 
regard to his past of ethnic genocide. 
Someone once told me that forgiveness is 
about letting someone turn a new leaf. But 
what new leaf could a genocidal 
megalomaniac turn or your average neo- 
Nazi for that matter? 

"My dear Christi..."She told him her name 
was ChristL.She is no whore. She is 
cunning but no cunt. She may be naked but 
her ass is covered by the Air Force. At the 
scene of the Kecksburg time machine crash 


they found dead Nazi (assclown) scientists 
and articles belonging to the leader of Nazi 
(assclown) Germany missing since the end 
of the war. Suicide was leaked as the real 



cause of Hitler's death. 

"Use a condom baby..." A shot rang out in 
the dirty apartment in a shady part of town. 
No one missed Adolf Hitler. 


Chapter 5 Tow trucks and time 
machines... She's a Turk not a trick. 

Salome was not the first protege of god; of 
the eternal David Estrada. John the Baptist 
wasn't the first to have sexual relations in a 
time machine. In time we all fall in love and 
we must remember what the bard said that it 
is better to love and lose than never to have 
loved at all. 

And so in the Air Force, in the American Air 
Force, she escaped the inevitability of 
working in her family's tow truck company 
as the dispatcher or being a desk jockey or 
a barista. Maybe with the G.l. Bill she would 
be able to go to college and become a 
barrister and avoid the route of a coffee 
shop barista; but today she flies a jet. 

No one would believe her if she told them 
god had a time machine. Her fighter jet 
swooped in for a landing in a southern 
California desert military base. Only 
yesterday was she in the past... 

Today is the present... today is 19 
September, 1998. She laughs at people who 
say or have tee shirts that state the God has 
their back... god had her back in the past 
and now in the present the Air Force has her 
ass. 



Today, god is trying to engineer his time 
machine in the present or something else at 
any other time or place for that matter. Time 
travel is psychotic. If in the present your 
boyfriend was a loser but in a month or so 
when he discovers the key to time travel he 
becomes god, what could you do besides 
love a loser? 

She'll taxi her f-18 and go home and pretend 
she hates the loser with the time travelling 
civic. 

The future David Estrada came to visit her to 
take her away for a special mission... to tie 
up loose ends of the Kecksburg bell. She is 
a reservist and she is also a student at 
Fullerton College. 

Christi will go to her anthropology class in 
the morning and her part time job at night 
two weekends a month she is flying planes 
out at Edwards Air Force base. And there 
god will be sitting toward the back of the 
class so as not to be noticed. But it seems 
that he was... 

"You're smart aren't you?" asked Damien of 
David while Christi standing next to them. 

If only they knew how stupid David Estrada 
was. Maybe she is in love with the monster 
this boy becomes. If he was really smart he 
wouldn't help him cheat to win her 


affections. But it is something he does in 
the future that wins her love today. 

A couple of days after, he cheats on a test, 



David Estrada is sitting in a dirty apartment 
getting high. Unlike the parties he will never 
be invited to because his cool friends don't 
want him to scare away the girls; this is a 
total sausage-fest. 

Christi has a riding crop next to her bed. It 
seems that god is a little kinky... 

But in 2013 David Estrada is sitting in his 
yard trying to fix his time machine. Wires 
are strewn about and ooze is dripping into a 
paint can. The paint is the consciousness of 
the time machine. She moves from place to 
place in the paint but she can only travel in 
space time in David Estrada's Civic. That 
ooze is so very important... 

There is no ooze in the paint can when the 
dripping stops only a broken pocket watch 
remains. David Estrada looks at the pocket 
watch the face reads 9:07. The only way to 
travel through a mountain is to break the 
mountain; the same holds true for time. 
David Estrada slips the watch into his 
pocket and walks into the house. 

When He gets inside, David Estrada places 
the watch unto the desk. The watch then 
turns into an alarm clock. The face reads 


9:07. The most that David Estrada could 
come up with is that the time outside of 
time/space is 9:07. Sometimes the clock 
would be digital so he knew for sure that it 
was never 21:07. By this time David Estrada 
knew that the 9:07 was the moment time 
ended and begins again; the alpha and 
omega of time/space. 



Christi has always known god. ..She would 
take that anthropology class just to be close 
to the man who becomes god in a few short 
years. Like all great time travel love stories 
he came to visit her as a teen... The god of 
love is far different than the god of time. No 
saintly anonymous time lord is David 
Estrada. Something different... something 
more; David Estrada is the key to life itself. 
Or maybe the key is the clock, the 
transforming ooze... the soul of the time 
machine. 

In a few short hours he will come to visit her 
in the time machine. In a few short months 
she will go to the same University as David 
Estrada... A Universe isn't big enough to 
keep them apart but they lose each other at 
a University in California in 2000. Or maybe 
that is too late in the story maybe we are 
skipping ahead... Maybe before I, that is 
David Estrada, goes to University of 


California, I watch gibbons with a fine lady 
at the Santa Ana zoo. 


Chapter 6 Disease infected apes couldn't rip 
me away from you... 

"I hope these gibbons are disinfected..." I 
say making a joke to Christi. 

David Estrada would soon be head over 
heels for this girl. But for now I am making 
bad jokes. There are three gibbons in the 
enclosure at the Santa Ana zoo. 



She wanted to talk although I can't 
remember what we talked about seeing that 
I am not one for conversation. Left to my 
own devices I would seek solitude rather 
than companionship. A few short months 
after this I am placed in a mental institution 
because I know that I am unlovable. And 
because I know this I choose to dwell on the 
subject of suicide. 

But at this moment we that is Christi and I 
are sitting in lawn chairs watching apes at 
the Santa Ana zoo. 

I'm not a homosexual or a Hell's Angel so 
maybe Christi is the closest thing to a 
girlfriend I have. I wish we could hold hands 
but like I said before I think she would think 
I am gross. I don't think the Hispanic girls at 
Fullerton College are much different than 
the White Power girls in my neighborhood. 
When my White Power friends lost interest 
in the American Nazi party they hired 


strippers... being that I was the poorest and 
most socially awkward they commented that 
if they gave those strippers money they 
would have been with me but who wants a 
whore to be your first love? Years later a so- 
called friend douche-bag tried to convince 
me that my shyness would be cured by a 
whore. Maybe he treats all his lovers like 
whores so sex for money is par-de-course. 
Maybe sex for money is the only true love 
there is. You give a girl a wedding ring and 
she says 'I love you'. Maybe if I was born 
without the need for a kidney transplant, the 



government would allow me to be in love. 
But I am god and I can time travel and now I 
am sitting in a zoo with Christi... watching 
gibbons shuffle with their arms over their 
heads or swinging from branch to branch or 
along the chain link fence that makes up the 
cage. 

Maybe sex for money is the 12 step way... 
But this is 1999 and Christi and I are 
watching monkeys... 

"They're not monkeys they are apes." She 
says smiling at me. "Gibbons are apes." 

"Are you a mind reader or have I been 
thinking out loud?" I ask. 


"Neither, what are you thinking about? I was 
just saying that most people call gibbons, 
chimps and gorillas monkeys..." 

"They technically are monkeys but in the 
ape family... like a square and a rectangle..." 
"What?" 

"An ape is a type of monkey but a monkey is 
not a type of ape." 

"Oh... I knew you were smart. What were you 
thinking about really I want to know." 



"I was thinking about guerrillas..." I say with 
a smile on my face. How could she read the 
difference in my intention? Gorilla sounds 
just like guerrilla... 

"Goodall or Guevara?" Maybe she gets me 
but I think she would rather be a lesbian 
than be with me... maybe that is just a queer 
insecurity. 

"How very punny of you." I shoot back. Her 
wit gives me a chubby. Maybe our future is 
in monkeys or studying queers... What is 
love? 

"Give me a quarter." She asks "I want a 
Coke and I am short." 

"You are a good size." I say as I give her the 
coin. "Your eyes are like milk chocolates." 
"Thank you, I think?" She walks over to the 
gift shop to buy a soda. 


I am a little thirsty. I should have given her 



some money for a soda for me for watching 
the chairs or I could have gone with 
her... neurotic thoughts leap from my mind. 
We drove together but maybe a friend will 
come pick her up and she will ditch me in 
this zoo... but we have this group project 
and Anthropology class together. But really 
why would she even want to work on a 
project with me? Is this a date? Is this the 
beginning of a relationship? What would 
love be like for us? Would she come visit 
me in the hospital? What if she finds out I 
am psycho? What happens when she finds 
out I am sick... feeble? 

"I got one for you." She says handing me a 
twenty ounce soda. "It seems I had enough 
money for two." 

"A magician, eh" 

"Something like that..." She is just so 
beautiful when she smiles. I fear that her 
frowns would be just a lovely. 

And the neurotic what-ifs returns and my 
mind spins and I miss out on the beauty of 
the moment that Christi and I share sipping 
soda while we watch the apes. 

What if she finds out who I really am? Who 
could love someone like me? 


"I want an orangutan." She says to me as 
we get up to leave the zoo. 


Chapter 7 And the orangutans kept us apart. 
Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's ape. 



She pulled at my heartstrings. And the 
monkey or the promise of an orangutan kept 
tearing us apart. 

Hundreds of University students assemble 
in Aldrich Park... 

"I go to this school now." Christi tells me in 
the park while the students dance... 

We dance like gibbons with our hands over 
our heads. Swinging our arms over our 
heads, we run toward the middle of an 
imaginary circle and out again. 

"There's a dance tonight. Will you come?" 
How could I say no? 

I said yes even though I hate dancing but I 
love her... How would the night have gone if 
I had went? Perhaps I would have never 
discovered time travel. But in reality I would 
have danced with Christi and that is about 
all that would have happened but I choose 



to stay in the dorms by myself. I tried to 
sleep. 

In all realities David Estrada did show up to 
the University open house dance. But it was 
god who met her that night. Knowing the 
errors of my ways I set out to sweep the girl 
off her feet with my charm. Charm based in 


knowing things because of my travels 
through time/space. 

And we danced like a wave on the ocean... 
It was a sight to behold where a man who 
hates to dance discovered time travel so he 
could dance with a lady. What was more 
difficult dancing or bending the time/space 
continuum? 

"Will you come, dance with me?" I asked 
Christi. It was nothing slow or anything that 
I wanted to hear but I was jumping and 
convulsing with the most beautiful girl in all 
of time. 

So the previous to discovering time travel 
David Estrada lie in a dorm room bed trying 
to put it out of his head that he was invited 
by a beautiful woman to dance this night 
that very afternoon. God danced with 
Christi... later the divine love would flow into 
Christi. Tonight they made love while David 



Estrada was in the dorm room bed trying to 
forget about the feelings he had about the 
dance. 

Their love would be oh so very complicated. 
Not the sort of pseudo-drama you find on 
social networks... but actually she could not 
talk to one David Estrada for fear that she 
would ruin the future of another David 
Estrada. This is the paradox she had to 


accept on the spot because she knew it was 
true... she saw the both of them 
together... one asleep and the other at the 
window. 

"Go inside the dorms... Wake me up." David 
Estrada demanded. I demanded. ..She went 
inside and we made love while we stared 
into each other's eyes... through the 
window... and in the bed under the window. 
Up and down her eyes went as we loved one 
another... two different men; the same man. 
Although coitus was over the love would 
never end. 


Chapter 8 Sermon on the Mount... blessed 
are the poor in spirit they shall not spill their 
whiskey on rocks... 

God is a haunted soul. 

David Estrada is the key ingredient of the 


universe. 



God thought Jesus was mistranslated so he 
went back in time to see... 

God was wrong about Jesus but Jesus was 

wrong about David Estrada... 

A drunken David Estrada was hung from a 

cross three weeks after arriving in the holy 

land in the time of Christ... his chariot saved 

him from death. Christi pulled him off the 

cross fighting off Roman soldiers. Not even 

the heretical Gnostic Gospels would say 

that a woman killed five Romans with a 9 

mm. 

Christi and David had worn out their 
welcome in the Holy Land... Maybe David 
Estrada would wear out his welcome in 
every land. 

If and only if it is true that every time The 
Chariot leaps through space/time David 
Estrada is duplicated then it is true that 
Christi is duplicated as well. 



"How many jumps have we made?" Christi 
asked knowing that the process of time 
travel clones the ship and the occupants. 
"That's a lot of clones..." David Estrada said 
not answering her question at all but 
anticipating her line of questioning. 

"Are they evil?" 

"Are you evil?" I answered. "Inherently they 
are us; good, bad or indifferent." 

Am I evil? Who can answer that question 
seriously? Who says yes I am evil? 
Everything can be sorted out in the present. 
The present is subjective. But the time of 
Christ needs to be behind them... blessed 
are the meek for they will inherit the earth. 

Or is it blessed are the cowards for they will 
inherit the dirt. 

David Estrada went to find out what Christ 
had said and found that he was in a whole 
lot of trouble. There were so many 
crucifixions that the dying were killing each 
other. The dying were nailing each other like 
patients in a AIDs hospice. Somehow I know 
I am damned for all the blasphemy and 
jokes at the expense of AIDs patients. One 
last orgasm before succumbing to 
pneumonia... or some other AIDs related 
disease. One last bit of love before God or 
science punishes you for liking sex. 


The hollowness of David Estrada's heart 
faintly beats in his bedroom suffering the 



pains of a crucifixion. The room is soaked in 
blood but Christi has got the bleeding under 
control. The beeping of a heart monitor 
starts... his life may be saved but David is far 
from stable. 

"What is going to happen to us?" Christi 
whispered as the ship floated in space. 

As Christi prayed to a god she was very 
unsure of, Salome and John were escaping 
a similar fate that would be coming their 
way. 

At the end of time they gathered... the 
Chariots with their occupants, David and 
Christi. Beep. Beep. Beep went the heart 
monitor in the depths of space. In the 
depths of time the beeping became the 
music of the stars... the beeping was the 
background noise of the universe. 

The death of David Estrada and Christi was 
the birth of the universe and subsequently 
the creation of themselves. 


Chapter 9 The drive behind my writing is my 
suicidal self-loathing issues. 

The more you think about something, the 
more you train your brain to think about that 
thing. 

John 1:1 -6 


In the beginning was the Word, and the 



Word was with God, and God was the Word. 


He was with God in the beginning. All things 
were made through Him, and nothing that 
was made was made without Him. Life was 
in Him, and Life was the light of men. And 
the light shines in the darkness, and the 
darkness did not comprehend it. 

There was a man sent by God, whose name 
was John. 

In the future some would say the bird was 
the word but now David Estrada need to be 
sure Salome would get John, the right John. 
"This is a DNA tracker." I say giving Salome 
what looks like an iphone. "In the future 
every man who reaches the age of 30 
without committing a crime is given one and 
the power to hunt and kill criminals. The 
only program on this is the tracker which 
looks like a compass." 

The funny thing is that Salome is somewhat 
familiar with the hunts. ..and the DNA tracker 


but being a woman she was not allowed to 
have one and suspected of being a criminal 
whether the broadcast said so or not. 



"In the past Christi and I were able to get a 
sample of John's DNA." 

I gave her the tracker and sent her off to 
Coachella...not for the music. 


Chapter 10 Deification and Deicide... 

And then came the time Christi and I 
traveled to the future. A dystopic future 
ruled by a despot. Home was no longer 
home. Southern California was a prison 
state. The government controlled the media 
and the media controlled the people. 

There were hundreds of news blimps 
hovering over the city blocking out the sun. 
Darkening the city with their lies, the lies on 
the TV could be turned away from but in the 
sky.. ..on the sides of buildings. The 
populace was inundated with information. 
Rain falls often in this city where the climate 
changed so slowly over the thousand years 
since the creation of the time machine. 
David Estrada steps out of the Chariot. 
"California is shit nowadays." I say with an 
air of chagrin. 

The news blimps broadcast an advert about 
a mega sex club that replaced the Arco 
tower. 

The government owns the 
entertainment... the government owns the 
ladies of IL repute. Though in this time they 
don't just have a reputation they have a 



price tag. 


"Christi, you are an undocumented woman. 
Prepare to be arrested and tagged." I say as 
she gets off the Chariot. 

"You brought me to a future when I am a 
criminal? You're an asshole, David 
Estrada." 

"I am a criminal too... possession of a 
working time machine and being David 
Estrada is a crime. But I need a DNA tracker 
and this is the only place I can get one." I 
tell her knowing full well that back up is on 
its way. . . 

"Okay, we are both fugitives. That eases my 
worry, asshole." She says. "Did I mention 
you are an asshole, douche... DNA trackers? 
We only have to worry about men over the 
age of 30 killing us and these TV 
balloons. ..and me I'll probably become a 



whore until you rescue me, right?" 

"I'll need rescue as well. Any second now 
my picture is going to go up on these TV's 
and that's all she wrote. But you are right I 
will rescue us." 

Confidence... confidence comes from 
knowing that everything will be okay. At the 
end of time my clones are congregating 
waiting for time/space to end. Thing I should 
do I jump back on the Chariot but I know 
this for sure., .a couple of minutes after the 

sirens go off and news at a god on earth 
event are announced gods' wrath will rain 
down on the despot. Gods' wrath will scorch 
the Earth. 

Before the alarms could go off the first 
Chariot Clone appeared with its clone 


crew... but the alarm sounded in red letters 



on the Televisions inside and outside: GOD 


ON EARTH... At that very moment a men 
surrounding David Estrada ran out of their 
houses with their DNA trackers blaring: 
Beep, Beep, Chirp, Beep. Guns were drawn 
pointed at Christi. 

"Did I tell you that they are confused as to 
who we are?" 

"Asshole." She said running from the mob. 
The mob just ran past David Estrada. I even 
stuck out my foot to trip one of them... 
"Sorry," Said the man who fell on his face. 
Three chariots are now in the sky and a 
good five Christi's are running for their 
lives. 

"Hey, I don't have a DNA tracker. Am I going 
to need one? I lost mine." I say to a man 
who gives me his extra tracker. 

"Are you going to help me?" One of the 
Christi's says as she runs past one of me. 



"Give it a second..." I say as a shot rings 
out. "The first ring of freedom; Hear that 


baby... that is the sound of women's 
liberation in the future." One Christi has a 
gun pointed at one of the men... then before 
I could blink two Christi's had guns. ..Then a 
woman from the future. 


Chapter 11 the haunting of David Estrada or 
assclowns abound... 

The spirit of the Chariot can be transported 
and takes the form of a broken watch or 
clock... broken and always at 9:07. 1 should 
say that it is not broken. It has the 
appearance from your perspective that it is 
broken but at the end of time it is always 
9:07. Soul would stretch out and inhabit the 
house David Estrada lives in to this day. 

The house was angry... the spirit was angry 
about being stationary. Time travel was the 
joy of the Chariot and this was hell. There 
were a lot of other people who David 
Estrada had crossed who wanted his life to 
be hell. And the house became angry and 
the treatment knew who hated David and 
what they would say. The treatment and the 
soul of the Chariot would turn against David 
Estrada this very night. 

It is hard say what really happened because 
the real David Estrada was gaslit by so- 
called friends and now is writing about a 



fictional scenario... time travel and a love he 
has never known. So send me you love, 
cunts. You gaslighters are no better than the 
Nazi's I was running from when I got clean. I 
should have stayed at home and never 


listened to the doctor... I am not depressed 
just surrounded by a world of shitrags. 

My mind jumps to all the fantasies about 
cheerleaders and how their cheers go: "P. 

O. S. David Estrada is a piece of shit" and 
how they grew up to be whores or strippers 
who just laugh at me because I wanted a 
nice girl. Maybe I never had the talk with my 
mom that nice girls take credit card. Maybe I 
should have had the talk with my dad that 
everywoman is a whore but I had that talk 
with Pastor Robert. He is so close to being 
god that Jesus makes the sign of the cross 
when he says Robert's name in vain. 

But I digress and albeit I am crazy, I was 
gaslit and that is where I get the inspiration 
for this and much of what I and written for 
the last couple of years. Send me your love 
and pray that this blasphemer seeks 
redemption in Christ's true church. Pray that 
I go to church or some gathering without 
contempt for the god who ignores the 
week... no bully will have a change of heart 
because of what I have prayed in my heart. 
They just go on to have good lives because 
successful people learn to push others 
around. 


And send me your love because the house 
hates me... the soul of the Chariot hates me 



for imprisoning her in the clock that reads 
9:07 in my house because I want a break 
from time travel. 

And the hypnotist program of the treatment 
worked on me... I was a raving loon. The 
hypnotist is a whore of a cunty subroutine 
in the treatment. So send me your love. And 
drive me crazy and my family will hate me 
because I have spent more time in mental 
institutions than on holiday. And so it is true 
that God hates me... send me your love new 
bully gaslighters. And so you will be 
watching me because I am shit. I have been 
a piece of shit since a child. Just the bullies 
become sheriffs and pigs, promoted for 
gaslighting a pussy... And there is no way to 
fight back once a bully has a badge. This is 
no manifesto only fiction that hits close to 
my home. I am a piece of shit. Send me your 
love... 

Sirens howl at all times of day and I am in a 
foreign hostile land and if only I could get 
across the highway I would come home to 
my Native United States of America a hero 
but here the government gave California 
back to Mexico. If it wasn't for my ill heath I 
would have moved to Mexico after high 
school. Then I would have never met the 
Neo-Nazi's who became my friends in my 


early twenties but I would have never 
discovered time travel. The clock in my 
room says 9:07... God hates me. God only 



loves neo-Nazi's who believe in the one true 
spirit of America and the 2 nd amendment. 
They gave me the Turner Diaries and Mein 
Kampf to read these good old boys from 
New Braunfels, Texas. Outside they waved 
the victorious American flag but inside the 
family room hung the Nazi German flag and 
a picture of Hitler to venerate. Send me your 
love because America loves these 'good old 
boys'. And that is why the author is gaslit 
time and again... God only loves White 
Power. And if I have been taught anything I 
am an ignorant powerless wetback. Send 
me your love because my time machine has 
turned against me the mothership treats me 
worse than my mom... 

Sirens sounded everyday in my bedroom 
until I put the Chariot back together and flew 
the coop. But the author went to a mental 
insituation because the Neo-Nazis in his 
neighborhood are really good people or at 
least that is what the Sheriffs said. Or I was 
too drunk to know what was happening or 
now I am too apathetic to go and call these 
people out on this bullshit racist nonsense. 
Or maybe I am too scared to go confront 


them because loving Hitler like God is what 
makes an American good. 

And that is how I spent my vacation being 
gaslit by the treatment by the 
unconsciousness that emanates from all 
around us. The subroutine convinced me I 
was in a foreign land created to look like my 
home but different. And truly god hates me 
because I am god. I hate myself. Send me 
your love. 



Chapter 12 Jesus Saves 

Or maybe we should be the change we want 

to see in the world. 

I am out of my mind, so I fly out of the house 
to the Chariot carrying the Soul... 

"Always to run..." I scream at the 
Chariot... "Always to time trip." The stereo 
display says 9:07 as I drive off. David 
Estrada doesn't have a god complex... god 
has a David Estrada complex. "I just want to 
spend one day, one afternoon and a night in 
my own time just hanging out." I scream at 
the car as it dials Christi's number. 

"I can't go with you right now, David." 

"I figured that but you know the Chariot has 
a mind of her own." 

"Yes" I can feel her smiling on the other end 
of the phone. "All women seem to have 



minds of their own. 


The funny thing about time travel is that if 
she is going to say yes in a couple of days 
or after finals... it will be that time in just a 
couple of seconds. 

"When... then" 

"Oh fuck this, now, now! Now!" she 
screamed as I drove to her house. Happy is 
the heart that feels pain... she ran outside 
and got in the car. 


If your nervous use the pay phone... we were 
orbiting the moon making love... time 
travelers are so earth -centric. She turned it 
on and we were outta sight. But humans can 
only tell stories to humans and thus relevant 
to humans on earth... 

And this time they decided to save Jesus. 
Who would Jesus been without the 
inspiration to bring his message to the 
people? Would Jesus have been just a nice 
people-pleasing man who was friends with 
the money-changers? Yes, yes without this 
author and his time machine Jesus would 
have just been another country bumpkin 
visiting Jerusalem during the Roman 
occupation of the Holy Land. What would 
have happened if the Roman's just stayed 



home? 


What if Jesus thought he was a piece of shit 
like this author? 

Who could give the Father and the Son 
inspiration to fight the hatred of Man? 

I am your criminal... 

I am your blasphemer... 

I am the scapegoat to lay your sins upon... I 
hate myself so I will take you hatred and 
make it mine with ease... What if Jesus hated 
himself would he even have went to 
Jerusalem to pray? 


Would he have ever spoken out for the 
cause of nonviolence? 

Where would humanity be without Jesus, 
Prophets, Buddhas and other holy figures 
guiding us through history? 


Chapter 13 the rolling blackouts are a 
travelling rape... a regular riot. 

The police hadn't been paid in months and 
the summer was going to be hell. The 
demons would come out guns blazing and 
wearing badges... they only cared about 
serving themselves when the lights went 
out. 

This was a new tradition in the duct-taped 
America. Their wages were the sins they 
were allowed to commit one night a year. 
Each city took a turn for a month of 
festivities. Gang members were killed, 



women were raped and businesses were 
looted. And when the author says women he 
uses this term loosely because high schools 
were filled with girls hoping to be sacrificial 
lambs these summer nights to keep these 
dark knights busy with pleasure and not 
unfinished work... so their brothers would 
not be killed for a possession charge. 

And this is not the future but the present of 
David Estrada's time. 

"I can't go play in the games tonight 
David..." she said panicking. "It's the La 
Mirada games tonight. My dad said I have to 
go." 

Christi couldn't go she was a changed lady 
since last they traveled to the future where 


these 'games' were leading to... she would 
kill the man who would try to violate her. 
Would it be a violation for a man with a time 
machine to impersonate an officer of the law 
on one of these lawless nights? What could 
David Estrada do? 

Looking at my calculator I say "by my count 
there are about 1000 of Christi clones and 
David Estrada clones time tripping... plus or 


minus 10,000. 



Christi laughs... 

"Maybe one of the clones would rather go 
the whole lot could put on a show that 
would end these rolling blackouts?" I say 
getting into the Chariot and driving to the 
high school with Christi in tow. 

But what is love? Is this the sacrificial love 
the some men talk about in the pulpit? Is 
this the love of justice and kindness? Or is 
this author painting the boys in blue a 
darker hue? 

The sun went down and the devils came 
out... 

The sacrificial lambs became wolves; first 
hunting at the school then in the 
neighborhoods... 

Many of the men wouldn't go home with 


their manhood... 



The bloody lullaby put the tradition to 
sleep... 


Chapter 14 Jesus is laid in the tomb... 

And as this story is dying so did Jesus... 

It is 9:07. This very moment is the end of 
time... this very moment is the apocalypse. 
Every moment of your life is a 
revelation... This page is my time machine. 
Every page is a time machine. The authors 
are screaming from the past for you to keep 
them alive. The Koran, the Bhagavad Gita, 
and the Bible are screaming for you to fulfill 
the authors' wishes that you would find the 
spirit that inspired their words. 

With the last jump of the Chariot, David 
Estrada imploded and then exploded the 
universe in what is commonly called the big 
bang... until I wrote down what happens at 
the end of time no one knew for sure that it 
was I who created a black whole so big that 
it could imploded the universe. Every last 
version of David Estrada assembled to tear 
time/space a new one, to tear the universe, 
proverbially, a new asshole. 

Around the center of the universe I gather 
with myselves.J certainly hope English can 
take one for the team with my addition of 
myselves into our vernacular in respect to 
cloning. 

In a spiral formation I gather. Who is the 
original anymore... with the exception of one 


Christi all are present at the end and the 



beginning of time. And every David Estrada 
was destroyed save the one telling this 
story after the rebirth of the universe. And I 
will do it again and again over and over 
because time repeats infinitely making time 
travel possible. Every jump the chariot 
makes, adds to the number of chariots 
exploding at 9:07. So when the explosion 
happened we could say there was x + 1 
chariots where x stands for the number of 
jumps made by any of the Chariots 
excluding the Silver Platter with its non¬ 
cloning upgrades. 

The creation of the Chariot was so like 
techno-alchemy that Salome cried when I 
told her of the idea myselves had had... We 
had taken so much from the universe that it 
was time to give back. And I gave back with 
our lives... our essence would become the 
substance of the universe. 


Chapter 15 after death... after the Big Bang... 
We are all chasing a dream of the 'Good life' 
whatever that is, wherever it is and whatever 
time it may arise we are all chasing this 
dream. 

And so we begin again... in Roswell... 

Salome and John are imprisioned... 

"We had a great ride," John said... "while it 



lasted." He continued. "Where is Dave 
now?" 

"He's around." Salome answered sitting at 
the table in their small apartment on the Air 
Force base. She was a prisoner her in 1949. 
"What are we looking for? Why are we 
waiting here?" John the Baptist... couldn't 
wrap his head around the mission from god 
to crash into 1949. ..Roswell. More precisely 
they were in White Sands. Trapped in the 
confines of the emerging military industrial 
complex, they waited for their interrogators. 
"Crocodiles coming..." she slyly called the 
interrogators crocodiles or sometimes 
chocodiles... 

"What are you doing here?" An Air Force 
interrogator asked them as he blew into the 
room. "You pinko commie bastards crashed 
a spy plane into that farm... Why are you 



here? 


Salome began to speak. "We are on a 
mission from god. We are not Russians; we 
are time travelers waiting for further 
instructions." 

What could they say? 

But god was with the Air Force... 

Outside in the hallway, stood David Estrada 
waiting for the right moment; god is with the 
Air Force. John and Salome knew nothing of 
the rest of the plan. Maybe somewhere in 
the back of their minds they imagined an 
old-timey prison break... blowing holes in 
the walls and such. 

David Estrada walked into the room... 

"We are leaving." I said. "Follow me." I 
continued. 

The trio walked out of the Air Force base 
anticlimactically. The got into a waiting tow 



truck... 


I would say that we drove to parts unknown 
but I know where we are going. 

It's 9:07 at the end of time then it is the 
beginning of time. ..0:00:01. One second 
after the big bang. 

At the end of time we are each alone... 

Chapter 16 our lives imploded... 

The tire went flat outside of Tucson. This is 
1949 and the new improved Platter is in the 
California desert. 

"So, this is the new improved... time tow..." 
Salome yelled at me. 

"The Soul and the time travel bits are here 
but the flying flashy bits are back off 
Stoddard Wells road in the California Desert. 
But yes we could jump now..." 

"Do we need to get up to 88 miles an 



hour..." John makes a Back to the Future 
joke... 

"No we don't have to move at all but..." I say 
this and I think that we should have jumped 
long ago and just come back for the rest of 
the Platter later. 

"Hey... "Unbeknownst to us a highway 
patrolman walked up to hear me say we 
didn't have to move. "You are going to have 
to move your tow truck with a flat." 

"I'd call for a tow but my radio is out, 
officer." 

"I made an executive decision..." 

"We didn't... Where's the law dog?" Salome 
questioned... 

"Yes we jumped and I would say the police 
officer and his patrol car slid into our spot 


on the wake of the wave created by the tear 
in space/time." 



There we were in the California desert 
looking at the Platter. 


"How do you think I convinced the Air Force 
that they should let you go?" I said with a 
smirk on my face. "It is such a pity to say; 
goodbye to you but that was my last trip." 

My heart couldn't stand the strain so I let my 
friends go... 

Salome stripped the tow truck of the radio 
that soon transformed into a cell phone... it 
would once again transform in the Platter. 
The soul of time travel the way it is, so, so 
unexplainable. Christi waited for me in a 
SUV about a mile away... she was always 
fond of Jeeps. 


Chapter 17: the winged devilish Quetzalcoatl 
came to visit me... 

He did I swear, that the asshole Quetzalcoatl 
came in awesome visage to bring me a 
message. 

"Don't worry..." he said to me with his 
bloodstained lips concealing his fangs. 

"I think I am way beyond worry, 

Quetzalcoatl. Have you come to eat my 


heart? 



"No. I ate before I came, thank you though." 
With that said he left and my faith in myself 
had been shaken and shattered. The whole 
message was 'don't worry'. How 
bunk., .bogus, banal. 

After I stopped taking time trips Christi 
broke my heart... I moved to San Francisco 
to be close to Stinky's peep show. 

That stripper has great hoots, I would say, 
for a pregnant girl. And I stewed there in my 
dereliction. And outside the whores walked 
their beat trying to avoid the heat. It was 
dark outside, save the police lights... And it 
was silent, save the sirens... and the moans 
from the cheap hotel I lived in. The pregnant 
stripper with the great tits gives me a lap 
dance to pass the time and a blow job for a 
bonus... 

"You are a pig to write that filth." She said. 



"But it is true..." says the fiction author. 

"You are with child and just downed a shot 
of my jism." 

"It's your baby." 

"It's my book." And for the record, it is not 
my baby but I will take care of them when 
she gives birth. 

I didn't mention I moved to the hotel down 
the street from Stinky's peep show to be 
closer to ChristL.the girl with the great tits 
and the belly full of love. 

She slept with Quetzalcoatl... it wasn't just a 
dream but he is her lover... Quetzalcoatl. The 
winged rain god of the Mayans is a time 
traveler. That's what does if for 
her... adventure and excitement make her 
cream her thongs. I am worried; I gave up 
the wrong thing too soon. I should have 
waited until we got out of college to stop 



time tripping. I know that I am the creator of 
the universe and now I know I am runner up 
to Johnny-come-lately 
Quetzalcoatl... winged serpent time traveler. 
"Does Quetzalcoatl have a big cock, 
Christi?" 

"Not again!" she screamed as she chased 
me out of the back room of Stinky's. If 
anyone tells you this isn't a love story they 
must be mad. 


"It must be love," says Carla as she kicks 
me out of the peep show. 

It's me and you I think as I walk home to 
wait for Christi in our dirty hotel room. 

It's another day and I am used to it by 
now... The woman I love being so 
far... Christi doesn't seem like my lady 
anymore. Maybe as we grow the purity of 
love fades and I am no more a gentleman 
either but she is still pregnant. 

I lay on my bed alone in my boxers in the 
sweltering California summer night. I just 
want to go back to Stinky's to make sure 
she is safe... Carla is her best friend. They 
have been this way since community 
college. Inseparable... 



In the truest sense I, my clones and me, are 
still time tripping just because at this 
moment I have stopped does not mean my 
past will not catch up with me. The 
paradoxes of time travel are innumerable. 

I am just thinking in my bed until my 
pregnant lover and her gal pal arrive to fall 
asleep in out fucked up exile down the 
street from Stinky's peep show. They both 
have a glow, an air of delight and ecstasy. 
Love walked in the room and so I stood up 
and my shorts feel down. Carla giggled... 
"Talk to me, David." Christi smiled. 


"What can I say? I miss you when you are at 
work." 

"The creator of the universe misses me?" 
Christi say as Carla silently closes the door 
as she walks out to leave the two of us, 
Christi and I that is, alone. Men often 
confuse love with sex... this was both... I 
would be confused if I didn't know who 
Quetzalcoatl really was. 


Chapter 18:1 come from a land down 
under... take cover. 

I am the great and benevolent 
Quetzalcoatl...and I am the master of time 
and space. 

I am all wrong... That is was Quetzalcoatl 
said to me on a number of occasions. The 
sheer awe and awesomeness of 
Quetzalcoatl was breathtaking. Not that he 



is wrong but the bit about the master of 
space and time. It is so pretentious of him to 
assert his mastery... After all he is not the 
creator of the universe like I am. 

But the "don't worry" was most ominous... 
Salome gave half of the soul of the time 
machine around the time my son was born. 

It became the mobile in Rhys' cradle. Stuck 
at 9:07, the mobile would sway in the breeze 
in the clean apartments down the street 
from Stinky's peep show. 

I couldn't time travel anymore not with a 
family or leave them on some adventure. 

If doctors are like mechanics then 
ambulance is like a tow truck. 

You have the driver and the assistant...! was 
at Stinky's up to no good. When a pole fell 
on my arm, I didn't know what to do. My 
definition of no good was fixing 
Stinky's... the carpentry needed some love 


and now so does my arm. Stinky Carla 
called 911 then my wife... 

The next thing I remember is Quetzalcoatl 
standing over my bed. Black skin with 
parrot feathers and lips and fangs dripping 
red with blood, he scared the constipation 
out of me. The morphine bound me up... 
"You created me..." Quetzalcoatl began to 



explain that the big bang scatter the soul of 
my time machine which came together to 
make him. So you, I and the universe are 
one. 

I fell back to sleep in a morphine daze and a 
shitty bed. 

I woke up to clean sheets and roses. 

Stinky Carla got a proper handy-man and 
Christi and I spent more time with our son. 
And the explanation came... 

"I wanted to make love with a more innocent 
you..." she said that's how we got Rhys. 


19 do you make love to someone or with 
someone... what have I got myselves into 
As I pondered the eternal question was I a 
time traveling piece of meat or was it love, 
my arm healed. Six weeks went by as I 
thought I was a piece of shit. But what of 
John and Salome, Where had they gone? 

A piece of fried fish lay in my lap half 
chewed. Eating left-handed sucks when you 
are on Norco, everything seems to fall on 
my piss-stained underwear. 

"Christi, please help..." 

"I am changing Rhys' diaper." 



Really, I am fine, I want attention. Not fine as 
in uninjured but getting better. Being in love 
and a relationship are two different 
things... marriage being defined at its 
simplest is still confusing. But in our 
modern world love is the oldest STD. 

The way things are is confusing... 

Love makes me stay with Christi... time 
travelling cheater... confused and alone 
without her. Love is a disease... 


20 She's a cocaine cowgirl... 

Where is my mind? 

She rides the bull for coke. Tired of tips, she 
started turning tricks on the side. She kept 
her server job for the benefits and a place to 
work and sell herself. The diner is much 
warmer than a street corner. 

This is where we found Salome. And here 
we are in Socal looking to save a girl from 
herself... after all I am the savior. 

This is 1966 Texas. It's hotter than hell and 
that is where she will go if she is not saved. 
"Wanna date." She says very brashly to me 



in the busy honkey-tonk. 

And this is how we became friends... 

Time travel is far more seductive than being 
a cocaine cowgirl. You're also less likely to 
lose teeth from rot... no nose bleeds either. 
While Christi was off killing Grandpa Adolf, I 
was recruiting Salome for the ride of her life. 
On a personal note this author did break his 
arm and finds typing with his left hand 
painful and confusing. 

...this author would like to digress unto the 
subject of who I am. 


21 this reminds me of the time I ran into an 
emergency room screaming: I AM OSAMA 
BIN LADDEN... 

Two things are certain when people gaslight 
you; whoever is doing you this kindness 
hates you and second no one will believe 
you even if you are prone to bouts of telling 
the truth. I am a piece of shit and you should 
send me subliminal-hypnotic messages to 
get my shit together and my mom doesn't 
want me around... but you love me. You 
would rather send me to an asylum than to 



have me leave your groups... but I am a 
piece of shit. 


My truth is that I have wanted to die most of 
my life. So as far as I can see I am not 
depressed... this is just the way I am. I am a 
piece of shit. The truth of the matter is that I 
work in a grocery store and have left the 
fold of a twelve step program where I could 
be monitored by the police because 
honestly that's who polices. ..but I am Bin 
Ladden, right? I am a piece of shit. 

After a week of gaslighting there I was in an 
emergency room being tied down because 
for the last two weeks I was being 
programed by my television. In the middle of 
the night it would turn on and play a 
message... truly god hates me. Am I 


schizophrenic? No one would believe me. A 
whisper in the night convinced me of the 
most erroneous truths. 

I AM OSAMA BIN LADDEN. 

I came to the emergency room tonight to get 
married. I am a piece of shit. 

And so they tied me up and we talked about 
Jim Varney movies... and ten times I tried to 
untie myself... but Christi was really on my 



mind. She was the reason I went there... She 


was the reason I would go anywhere. But I 
am a piece of shit. 

I went running into an emergency room like 
being gaslit was an emergency... maybe the 
way I have been treated by an element of my 
community is the emergency. Marginalized 
and fractured because I am not average or 
white. I refuse to be either. 

"Average white man" is what someone calls 
themselves after neo-Nazism falls out of 
vogue. 


22 John is lost in the desert 
The desert of the Southwest is a big place. 
Salome ditched John in the desert. The 
reasons were not a lack of love because 
Salome loved John. There was somewhere 
Salome had to go. John was not privy to the 
details of Salome's trip. 

The thing about time traveler being lost that 
it's very uneventful because John was 
rescued five minutes later. 


Hey sunshine," said Salome. 



"Hey baby," said John as got into the the 
silver platter. "I know I had to take a natural 
in the vernacular of our times. But did you 
have to leave?" 

How could John know importance what 

Salome was up to? 

John felt it well jealousy stir in his 

bowels And are and will remain to this 

very day. The jealousy was not wholly 
abnormal for John to feel. Although John, 
was not privy to the details of Salome's trip 
he knew where she had gone. 

She went to the end of time to watch the big 
bang. It was something to behold the Big 
Bang from the wrong end. Watching the 
infinite number of David Estradas being sent 


through the black hole, the rip in space/time, 
this created the universe. There was 
something pornographic about seeing it 
from this angle. 

John knew that this was happening. Five 
minutes is too long to wait for the one you 



love. 


23 today I feel like flaming ball of rat poop 
and by poop I mean shit 
it seems like the whole time I've been time 
traveling, I have just been compensating for 
my hatred of myself... I gave myself the 
reigns to something that I was not. 

And so I sit the end of an infinite line of my 
clones waiting for them to be destroyed in 
the Big Bang. Just going so far off the deep 
end that I have become trapped at 9:07: 9:07 
is the end of time but the beginning of time 
is 0:01 . That is the first minute of the 
universe. 

It is when I sit here at the end of time when I 
realized that I am all alone in the universe. It 
is a metaphysical argument at whether or 
not I exist and whether or not universe is 
outside of my head. What if everything I 
experience is only in my mind. I've been to 
the beginning of time the end of time and 
everywhere in between. And consequently 
this has driven me insane. I'm about as 
crazy as guano... bat shit. And so I sit at 9:07 
just waiting. And I leave feeling as crazy as 
ever but no solace in the sacrifice I made. It 
is maddening to think that the clones are 
any less than me. Maybe this is what Henry 


Ford or maybe this is what his cars felt all 
model t's... All model David's. 



So I go home back to 2012 back to the past 
or is it to the future. And I go on with my 
simple life forgetting about my sojourn 
across space/time. 

Christi is waiting for me with Quetzalcoatl 
and the baby. 

"Can I get your heart to eat?" I say to the 
Dragon-man from Meso-America. 

"I've had enough to eat thank you very 
much." Said Quetzalcoatl with blood 
dripping from his fangs as we sat to talk 
about who was the Lord of space/time; he 
had informed me earlier that he was soul of 
the Chariot. It seems that the infinite number 
of Chariots was destroyed but the souls 
remained. Was never sure how the clock in 
the chariot came to be it had always been 
broken and it was always the soul of the 
machine. But without the machine it had 
gone mad; now they had come together to 
form a single being. And that single being 
could travel through time without the use of 
a machine... 

I didn't say anything I just listened to what I 
was being told about the nature of 
space/time. Quetzalcoatl explained that I did 
not create a looping universe. I created a 


multi-verse in which there were many 
universes. 

He explained to me he had been everywhere 
watching some called him an angel and 
others called him a demon. He was there 



just to watch. He only wanted to experience 
time. In the truest sense of the definition of 
an angel is one who brings a message. And 
that is what you wanted to do. But only the 
Mayans could comprehend his intentions. 
And so the Mayan calendar was and is cheat 
sheet for the ages. Anyone with two brain 
cells to rub together realizes that all 
horoscopes are the creation of this being. 
That is to say that the prophets' muse was 
Quetzalcoatl. His inhuman compassion led 
him to help humanity. 

"Why do you eat hearts?" I asked. 

"I do not." He responded. He came to 
explain that his saliva was red. This 
nonsense about eating hearts was a 
misunderstanding. I could not understand 
how Quetzalcoatl came to be. For that 
matter I could not understand how my time 
machine came to have a consciousness. 

And this is the reason I sit at the end of 
space/time... Watching myselves form the 
universe. In my experience universe is one 
but this may be a limitation of my time 


machine whereas Quetzalcoatl can travel 
through many different universes. 


24 the end 

David Estrada gave up time travel. Gave up 
time travel to live down the street from 


stinky's peep show. 



Salome and John continued travel through 
space/time. David Estrada, Salome and John 
figured that the universe needs chaos as 
much as order so they became the Yin to 
Quetzalcoatl's Yan. 

part two... denouement 
chapter 1 

the demise of David Estrada... 

The real me doesn't live near stinky's peep 
show. The real me it's sitting at a desk. The 
real me has ended the story. I sit here 
brokenhearted... 

After the realization that Quetzalcoatl and I 
were co-creators of the universe. The action 
needed in the universe should be free and 
chaotic. 

Last night I had a dream, I got a new tattoo. I 


was in an old house. The tattoo studio was 



upstairs. It seems that the very old house 
held secrets. Slime was on the toilet along 
with a doily. But it seems that in this house 
this bathroom is off-limits. This bathroom is 
haunted... 

Really, I am literarily constipated. I haven't 
an idea of how to continue. I am stuck. I am 
stuck. 

My thinking is flawed. I've been having 
dreams about these dirty dirty people, these 
trashy people. In my dream I call him white 
trash Marty. 

The end of the road is a tricky thing to come 
to. So the Story of time travel has ended... 
Perhaps time travel stories are a way to 
recapture our youth. 

chapter 2 ... 

The clock naturally turned 9:07... 

It was 9:07 in the morning. At the end of 
time it is always 9:07. 




